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A year later there was a new Frenchman in France He
was called Armand Philippe, and was christened with much
ceremony in the Church of Notre Dame des Doms He looked
remarkably like a little monkey with brown hair and eyes
but his father was proud of ham and profoundly touched by
his appearance in a difficult world , a world which seemed to
have gone mad and bad
Armand himself, who was a student of world affairs
because of his job as professor of history in the Lyce"e of
Avignon, and who had a simple idea that he might do some
thing in a small way to increase the sum of human intelligence
at least among some of the younger men in France was gravely
discouraged by the forces of disintegration and despair bearing
down upon the human race, the human mind, and the destiny
of Armand Philippe, that new Frenchman who lay m a wooden
cradle unconscious of the fates and runes whirling about the
world in a danse macabre which reached as far as Avignon and
the fair fields of Provence and the azure coast beyond the
Alpes Mantimes where Yvonne and Armand and little
Armand Philippe stayed for a few weeks during the Easter
Vacation
The shopkeepers and hotel keepers of Avignon — even the
guides in the Palais des Papcs — were beating then- breasts,
or at least raising their hands in disconsolate gestures, because
there were no more foreign tourists, upon whom their liveli-
hood depended No longer did men with megaphones
recite the history of Avignon to coachloads of travellers
on their way to Nlmes and Aries and the ruined city of Les
Baux The American invasion had suddenly ceased after a
day in October of 1929 Something very curious had
happened in the United States which had called them all
back again Something had crashed, and caused strange
tremors around the world, especially in places where financial

